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AS  Robert  Hazlem,  a  very  (ober- 
minded  religious  Yorkftire  collier, 
was  on  his  way  to  Leeds  one  Sunday  naorn- 
ing>  he  met  with  a  brother  collier,  who  for- 
merly was  a  companion  to  him  in  iniquity, 
Robert,  after  enquiring  of  his  health,  faid. 
Where  are  you  going?"     He  replied, 
"  To  buy  a  cock,  we  are  to  have  a  match 
to-morrow     this  being  a  favourite  diver- 
fion  among  the  colliers*  Robert  faid,  This 
is  a  bad  errand  any  day,  but  much  worie 
on  the  fabbarh ;  I  wilh  you  would  go 
with  me  to  church/'    But  God,  who  had 
a  kindnefs  towards  him,  fecretly  inclined  his 
heart  to  yield  to  the  folicltations  of  the  good 
man  who  prevailed  upon  him.  to  accompany 
him.     The   clergyman's  text   was  from 
IJaiahj     I  n  that  day  (hail  the  branch  of  the 
B  %  Lord 
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Lord  be  beautiful  and  glorious^  and  the 
"  fruit  of  the  earth  fhall  be  excellent  and 
"  comelv  for  them  that  are  efcaped  of 
"  Ifrael> 

When  the  fermon  was  over,  Robert  faid, 
•'  How  do  you  find  yourfelf?"    He  replied, 
I  do  not  know  how  I  find  nnyfelf,  but  I  feel 
*^  I  am  one  of  the  vileft  finners  in  the  wodd/' 
Robert  faid,  "  I  generally  bring  a  bit  of 
bread  and  cheefe  in  my  pocket,  and  if  you 
v»/ill  flay,  you  (hall  have  half  of  it  for  your 
dinners'^  to  which  he  did  not  want  much 
preiTing.    In  the  afternoon  the  clergyman 
addrefled  himfelf  to  the  woift  of  finnersi 
encouraging  them    repent^  and  ielkve  in  the 
Saviour  of  the  worlds  Bcc,    The  poor  man 
wept  bitterly^  but  faid^     He  had  a  littk 
gleam  of  hope^  that  perhaps  God  might 
*^  have  mercy  upon  his  foul/'    His  friend, 
feeing  him  fo  deeply  imprefled,  feid,     If  he 
*^  had  a  mind,  he  would  go  with  him  again 
*^  to  a  place  of  worfliip^  he  had  heard  the 
clergyman  fpoken  of  as  being  a  very  fine 
preacher     accordingly  they  went.  His 
fubjeft  was  on  the  leper's  being  healed; 
when  he  appeared  ftill  more  affected.  After- 
wards^ 
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wards,  they  went  as  far  as  their  road  lay  to- 
gether, about  a  mile,  and  then  they  parted. 

How  this  poor  man  pafled  the  night,  we 
have  not  been  able  to  learn  |  but  he  went  to 
his  work  the  next  m.orning.    His  compa- 
nions accofted  him  by  faying,     Now  where 
is  the  cock?''    He  faid,  "  I  fought  three 
fuch  battles  yefterday  as  I  never  fought  in 
my  life :  I  have  bought  no  cock,  nor  do  I 
intend  ever  to  fight  any  again."  Sofome 
of  them  faid,     Here's  bonny  to  do!  what 
is  become  of  our  half-guineas?"    He  an- 
fwei'ed,  "  I  will  freely  forfeit  minej'^  and 
faid,  "  Come,  lads,  let  us  go  dawn  into  the 
pit."    One  remarked,      Come^  lads!  it 
"  ufed  to  be  with  a  great  oath,  and  now  it  is 
5^  only  Comey  lads!    I'll  lay  a  wager  he  has 
been  to  hear  fome  nonfenfical  preach- 
^Mp.ents."     The  pit  fteward  faid,  *^M'il 
give  thee  a  guinea,  if  thou  doft  not  fwear 
for  a  months  but  Fll  bet  a  guinea  thou 
wilt  fwear  before  the  week  is  out."  He 
was  fo  much  affefted  with  v/hat  they  faid  to 
him,  and  a  view  of  his  own  weaknefs,  that 
he  kneeled  down  on  the  pit  hill,  and  prayed 
earneftly,  "  That  he  might  ratlier  die- then, 

than 
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than  be  left  to  blafpheme  that  holy  name 
"  he  had  now  fuch  a  reverence  for,  and 

which  he  knew,  if  left  to  hinnfelf,  he  fhould 

blafpheme  before  night/'  His  requeft 
was  granted,  for  he  died  inftantly,  as  foon  as 
he  had  finiflied  his  prayer ! 

Robert  Hazlem  got  up  the  Monday  fol- 
lowing, and  appeared  as  well  as  ufual,  but 
died  after  an  hour's  indifpofition. 

The  day  before  Robert's  death,  a  collier, 
whofe  name  was  Bottomley,  went,  it  is  faid, 
to  hear  a  funeral  fermon,  which  much  af- 
feded  his  mind,  and  made  him  get  up  the 
three  following  mornings  very  early,  to  read 
his  bible,  &c.  His  wife,  being  furprized  at 
it,  faid,  What  do  you  get  up  fo  foon  for 
He  replied,  "  I  have  a  long  journey  to  take, 

and  but  little  time  to  do  it  in which 
really  proved  true— for  the  third  morning, 
he,  with  feventeen  other  men,  went  to  their 
work  in  a  foul  mine,  where  they  prefently 
perceived  the  fire-damp^  fifteen  of  them 
were  drawn  up  alive,  and  this  poor  man, 
with  the  remaining  two,  were  burnt  to  death. 
Two  of  them  that  were  drawn  out,  ^  died 
foon  after. 
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T'he  above  Hiftory  was  verjifiedin  the  following 
manner^  by  that  famous  Poet  M.r,  Cowper. 

WHERE  Humber  pours  his  rich  commercial 

ftream,  [pheme; 
There  dwelt  a  wretch  who  breath'd  but  to  blaf- 
In  fubterraneous  caves  his  life  he  led. 
Black  as  the  mine  in  which  he  wrought  for  bread: 
When  on  a  day,  emerging  from  the  deep, 
A  fabbath-day !  (fuch  fabbaths  thoufands  keep) 
The  wages  of  his  weekly  toil  he  bore. 
To  b  uy  a  cock,  whofe  blood  might  win  him  more  i 
As  if  the  nobleft  of  the  feather'd  kind 
Were  but  for  battle  and  for  deatli  defign'd^ 
As  if  the  confecrated  hours  were  meant 
Forfport  to  minds  on  cruelty  intent. 
It  chanc'd  (lach  chances  Providence  obey  J 
He  met  a  fellow-labourer  on  the  way; 
Whofe  heart  the  fame  defireshad  once  inflam'd. 
But  now  the  lavage  temper  was  reclaimed. 
Perfuafion  on  his  lips  had  taken  place, 
(For  all  plead  well  who  plead  the  caufe  of  grace) 
His  iron  heart  with  fcripture  he  afiail'd, 
Woo'd  him  to  hear  a  fermon^  and  prevail'd* 
His  faithful  bow  the  mighty  preacher  drew. 
Swift  as  theiight'ning-glimpfe  his  arrows  flew. 
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He  wept,  he  trembled,  caft  his  eyes  around. 
To  find  a  jvorfe  than  he,  but  none  he  found. 
He  felt  his  fins,  and  wonder'd  he  fliould  feel ! 
Grace  made  the  wound,  and  only  grace  could  heal. 
Now  farev»^ell  oaths,  and  blafphemies,  and  lies, 
He  quits  the  finner's,  for  the  martyr's  prize. 
That  holy  day  was  v/aih'd  with  many  a  tear, 
Gilded  with  hope,  yet  feaded  too  by  fear. 
The  next,  his  fwarthy  brethren  of  the  mine 
Learnt  from  his  alter'd  fpeech  the  change  divine; 
Laugh'd  where  they  fhouid  have  wept,  and  fwore 
the  day 

Was  nigh^  -vhtn  he  would  fwear  as  faft  as  they. 
"  No  P'  laid  the  peiiitent,  "  fuch  words  fiiall  fliare 
This  breath  ro  more,  henceforth  employed  in 
prayer. 

Oh  !  if  T^hou  fceft  (thaie  eye  the  future  fees) 
That  I  ihall  yet  again  blafpheme  like  thefe, 
Nov/  ftrike  me  lo  the  ground  on  which  I  kneel, 
Ere  yet  this  heart  relapfes  into  ftee] ; 
Now  take  me  lo  thatheav'n  I  once  defied, 
^'  Thy  prcfence,  thy  embrace    — he  fpoke,  and 
died. 

Short  was  the  race  allotted  him  to  run, 
Jufi:  enter'd  on  the  lifl:,  he  gain'd  the  crown, 
His  prayer  fcarc^ended,  ere  his  praife  begun. 
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The  following  Account  of  an  affe5ling  mournful 
Deaths  is  related Dr.  Young,  Author  of 
the  famous  Book  called  Night-Thoughts^ 
who  was  prefent  at  the  melancholy  fcene. 

THE  fad  evening  before  the  death  of 
that  young  gentlenian  whofelaft  hours 
oGcafioned  thefe  thoughts,  I  was  with  him. 
No  one  was  there  but  his  phyfician,  and  an 
intimate  whom  he  loved,  and  whom  he  had 
ruined.    At  my  coming  in,  he  faid,  "  You 
and  the  phyfician  are  come  too  late-,  I 
have  neither  life  nor  hope.    You  botk 
aim  at  miracles  5  you  would  raife  the 
dead/'    *  Heaven/  I  faid,  *  was  mer* 
*  ciful/      Yes,  (cried  h©)  or  I  could  not 
have  been  thus  guilty.    What  has  not 
God  done  to  fave  and  blefs  me?    I  have 
^«  been  too  ftrong  for  Omnipotence  1  I  have 
plucked  down  ruin,''  1  faid,  ^  The  blelTed 
^  Redeemer'-—      Hold,  hold,  ((aid 
he)  you  wound  me!  that  is  the  rock  on 
which  I  fplit!    I  denied  his  name,  I  for- 
got  my  Redeemer  !" 

Refufing  to  hear  any  thing  from  m.e,  or 
to  take  any  thing  from  the  phyfician,  he  lay 

filentj 
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filent,  as  far  as  fuclden  darts  of  pain  would 
permit^  till  the  clock  ftriick;  then  with  ve- 
hemence he  cried,     Oh  time,  time  !  it  is  fit 

thou  ihouldfl:  thus  ftrike  thy  murderer  to 

the  heart.  How  art  thou  fled  for  ever  ! 
*^  A  nDoni:h  !~oh  !  for  one  (ing^e  week  !  I 

afk  not  for  years ;  though  an  age  ivere  too 
"  little  for  the- much  I  have  to  do  !" 

On  my  faying,  ^  We  could  not  do  too 
^  much,  that  heaven  Was  a  bleffed  place  y 
he  exclaimed,     So  m.uch  the  worfeJ  'tis 

loft,  'tis  loft ;  heaven  is  loll  to  me  ! — the 

fevereO:  part  of  hell.'^  Soon  after  I  pro- 
pofed  prayer.  Pray  you  that  can,"  faid 
he,     I  never  prayed,  I  cannot  pray  y  nor 

need  L  Is  not  heaven  on  my  fide  already? 

It  clofes  with  my  confclence;  it's  fevereft 

ftrokes  but  fecond  my  own/'  His  friend 
being  much  touched,  even  to  tears,  at  this, 
(vv^ho  could  forbear?  I  could  not)  v/ith  a 
moft  affeftionate  look  he  faid,  "  Keepthofe 
"  tears  for  thyfelf.    1  have  undone  thee! 

Dofi  weep  for  me?  That's  cruel ^  what 
"  can  pain  me  more?" 

Here  his  friend,  too  rnuch  affefted,  v/ould 
have  left  him.  «^  No^  ftay  ^  thou  ftiil  may'ft 

"  hope 
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"  hope — therefore  hear  . me.  How  madly 
have  I  talked !  how  madly  haft  thou  iif- 
tened  and  believed!  but  look  on  my  pre- 
fent  ftate  as  a  full  anfwer  to  thee  and  to 
myfelf.  This  body  is  all  v^^eaknjefs  and 
pain;  but  my  foul  (as  if  ftung  up  by  tor- 

"  ment  to  greater  ftrength  and  fpirit)  is  full 
powerful  to  reafon,  full  mighty  to  fufFer, 
And  that  which  thus  triumphs  within  the 
jaws  ofximmortality,  is  doubtlefs  immor- 

"  tal:  yes,  I  feel  nothing  but  the  Almighty 
could  inflid  what  I  feel.    Oh  !  let  me 

"  fpeak  on— I  have  not  long  to  fpeak.  Oh  I 

"  my  much-injured  friend,  my  foul  as  my 
body  lies  in  ruins,  in  fcattered  fragments 
of  broken  thoughts.  Remorfe  for  the 
paft  throws  my  thoughts  on  the  future ; 
worfe  dread  for  the  future  ftrikes  it  back 

*^  on  the  pafh:  I  turn  and  turn,  and  can  find 

*Vno  way.  Didft  thou  feel  half  the  moun- 
tain  that  is  on  me,  thou  w^ould'ft  ftruggle 
with  the  martyr  for  his  ftake,  and  blefs 

"  heaven  for  the  flames ! — that  is  not  an 
everlafting  flame! — that  is  not  an  un- 
quenchable fire!" 


How 
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How  were  we  ftruck!  yet  foon  after  ftil 
more!    With  what  an  eye  of  diftra6tion, 
what  a  face  of  defpair  he  cried  out,  "  My 
wickcdnefs  has  ruined  my  friend;  my  ex- 
travagance  has  beggared  my  boy;  my 
unkindnefs  has  murdered  my  wife;  and  is 
"there  another  hell?    Oh!  I  have  blaf- 
phemed!  yet,  indulgent  Lord  God,  hell 
"  itfelf  is  a  refuge,  if  it  hieie  me  from  thy 
"frown!"     Soon  after,  his  underftanding 
failed;  his  terrified  imagination  uttered  hor- 
rors not  to  be  repeated  or  ever  forgotten^ 
and  before  the  fun  arofe,  this  gay  wicked 
young  gentleman  expired. 

If  this  be  a  man  of  pleafure,  what  is  a  man 
of  pain?  How  quick,  how  total  is  their 
change!  in  what  a  difmal gloom  they  fet  for 
ever!  How  fhort,  alas!  the  day  of  their 
rejoicing !  For  a  moment  they  glitter,  they 
dazzle:  in  a  moment  where  are  they  ?  Loft 
in  endlefs  mifery,  and  hopelefs  everlafting 
defpair. 
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